‘Hadn’t Eaten Since Monday’ 


Woman 
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Annahelle Harper walked 
five blocks with an empty 
stomach yesterday afternoon 
from the unheated rowhouse 
at 1020-B 13th st. se. where 
she lives and tried to get 50 
cents from the. workers at an 
auto supply shop. 

Mrs. Harper hadn’t eaten 
anything since Monday after- 
noon and the story she told 
them was that she was 
stranded on a trip from Vir- 


Collapses on Street Here 


ginia and needed the money 
for bus fare. 

The boys at the auto supply 
shop thought she wanted the 
[money for wine and turned 
her down, so Mrs. Harper 
walked out into the slush on 
11th Street se., fell down on 
the street and started calling 
for a priest. 

Mrs. Harper lay in the slush 
in front of the Ace Appliance 
Co. in the 700 block of 11th 
Street se. with her head on her 
bright iarm, her glasses askew 


on her pinched face that looks 
much older than her 46 years 
and asked everybody who 
bent over her: “Where’s the 
[father? I want the father. I 
need somebody to pray to God 
for me.” 


Suspected Heart Attack 
Rosalie Garrett thought Mrs. 
Harper had had a heart at- 
tack. She had been looking out 
of her apartment when the 
woman fell on the gray, busy 
[twilit street and she had run 
out with a bedspread and 
tried to comfort her while all 
the backed-up cars - on 11th 
Street honked their horns. 

Rosalie Garrett was still 
[wearing a thin white uniform 
from her job at the John 
Tyler School and Mrs. Harper 
thought she was a nurse. 

‘Everything is going to be 
[just fine,” Rosalie Garrett 
told Mrs. Harper, squeezing 
[her left hand and trying to 
| keep the eurious away. 

‘I’ve had a heart attack and 
maybe I’m going to die,” said 
Mrs. Harper. “I haven’t had 
anything to eat since yester- 
day.” 

‘Somebody called a priest,” 
said Rosalie Garrett. 

An old man with gold teeth 
bent down over Mrs. Harper 
and sniffed and told every- 
body standing around in the 
slush he couldn't smell any 
liquor. 

“Where’s the father?” asked 
Mrs. Harper. 


Hany and Vivien Bell. They 
share a stone-cold row house 
where the rent is running 
months behind. At night they 
huddle together on two 
couches in a bare front room 
with a sign that says: “Christ 
Lives Here” on the wall. 

Not Only Hungry One 


Mrs. Harper lives with knees. 1 


Handy Bell says Mrs. Harp- 
er isn’t the only one who 
hasn’t been eating very well 
at 1020B 13th st. se. lately. 

“I got a job shoveling snow 
at Andrews (AFB) two days 
ago,” Handy said yesterday. 
“But I’m in construction and 
that's been. about it for a long 
time this winter.” 

Vivien Bell was wearing the 
pame kind of coaband-sweater 
combination inside the up- 
heated house that Mrs. Harp- 
er had worn to the auto sup- 
ply shop. 

“I guess she couldn’t stand 
|i't inside here anymore this 
afternoon,” said Vivien Bell 
‘Where’d they take her’” 
asked Handy Bell. 

To the hospital,” said Viv- 
ien Bell. “She was there last 
summer getting her knee fix- 
ed.” 

“Well,” said Handy Bell, 
“maybe they’ll take care of 
her there.” 

But they didn’t take her in. 
According to the emergency 
ward nurse at the hospital 
where Annabelle Harper was 
taken late yesterday after- 
noon, it was nothing at all. 

“She was treated and re- 
leased,” said the nurse. “Mrs. 
Harper has trouble with her 
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